THE 


MAGAZINE  OF  HISTORY 


WITH 


NOTES  AND  QUERIES 


Extra  Number — £fa.  4B 


THE    POLITICAL  PASSING    BELL   (1789) 


Rev.  George  Richards 


TARRYTOWN 


WILLIAM  ABBATT 


1916 


NEW  YORK 


THE 

POLITICAL  PASSING  BELL 

AN 

ELEGY. 

Written  in  a  Country  MEETING  HOUSE,  Afri^  1789. 
PARODIZED    FROM    GRAY  j 


A    V    D 


Accompanied  with  a  correct  COPV  of  the  fublime 
ORIGINAL. 

For  the  ENTERTAINMENT  of  thofe,  who  LAUGH   at 

ALL     PARTIES. 


Ambubaiarum  collegia,  Pharmacopeia?, 
Mendici,  Mimst,  Balatronts,  hoc  genus  omne 
Maeftom  ac  follicitum  eft.—  HORACE. 

IMtfATBD. 

State  Parafites,  perfuming  every  name 
"Which  Quacks,  Buffoons,  or  Bankrupts,  give  to  Fame  j 
Trembling  with  dread,  await  this  awful  day, 
When  Penfions  ceafc,  and  Ports  are  fwcpt  away. 


PRINTED    AT    BOSTON, 

BY  ISAIAH  THOMAS  AND  COMPANY. 

MBCCLXXXIXt 


TARRYTOWN,   NEW  YORK 

REPRINTED 

WILLIAM  ABBATT 

1916 
Being  Extra  Number  48  of  THE  MAGAZINE  OF  HISTORY  WITH  NOTES  AND  QUERIES 


TO   EVERY   PARTY   OF   EVERY   NAME 
THE  SUBSEQUENT    ELEGY 

IS 

Most  humbly  inscribed 

IN 
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FOR 
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FALSEHOOD, 
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MINISTRATIONS  : 

And  therefore, 

The  INS'  and  OUTS', 

Equally  obedient 

and  devoted  Servant, 


PREFACE 

have  witnessed  the  fatal  influence  of  party  in  Great  Britain  cannot  feel  happy  at 
observing  a  similar  conduct  pervading  these  States',  where  the  zealots  on  all  sides  prostitute  wit, 
good  sense  and  noble  talents,  to  the  infamous  purpose  of  taking  away  that  which  is  and  ought 
to  be,  dearer  than  life.  The  extreme  oddity  of  ringing  a  peal  to  assemble  the  doughty  combatants, 
and  the  Salem  Knell  which  tolls  the  voters  along,  first  suggested  an  idea  of  the  following  perform 
ance.  The  Parodist's  best  acknowledgments  are  due  to  the  language  of  the  day,  replete  with  un 
merited  praise — and  illiberal  censure.  Many  hints,  thus  furnished  from  actual  conversation,  are 
pursued  in  the  true  spirit  of  adverse  Factions',  but  as  names  are  studiously  avoided  he  flatters  him- 
eelf  thai  conjectural  sagacity  will  not  make  any.  Had  this  Elegy  appeared  previous  to  a  moment 
which  terminates  dissention  for  the  twelve  month,  it  might  have  been  tortured  to  serve  particular 
purposes.  At  present,  may  it  answer  the  end  for  which  it  is  designed,  and  harmonizing  neighbors 
reciprocally  say— DE  TE  FABULA  NARRANTUR. 

April,  1789. 


EDITOR'S  PREFACE 

THIS  curious  production — which  was  published  anonymously 
— is  now  ascribed  to  George  Richards,  whose  own  copy  of  it 
was  sold  in  Philadelphia  in  1910  for  $15. 

The  date  and  place  of  his  birth  are  unknown,  though  he  was 
probably  a  native  of  Rhode  Island.  After  the  Revolution  he  was 
a  schoolmaster  in  Boston,  and  occasionally  appears  as  a  clergyman 
finally  becoming  pastor  of  a  Universalist  Church  in  Portsmouth, 
N.  H.,  from  1793  to  1809. 

Removing  to  Philadelphia,  he  established  the  Freemasons' 
Magazine  and  General  Miscellany,  and  was  its  editor  for  two  years. 

He  was  quite  an  extensive  writer,  his  best-known  production 
being  a  historical  discourse  on  the  death  of  Washington,  published 
at  Portsmouth  in  1800,  and  was  a  constant  contributor  to  the 
Massachusetts  Magazine  from  1789  to  1792. 

He  died  in  Philadelphia,  March  1,  1804. 


GRAY'S  CELEBRATED  ELEGY 

Written  in  a  Country  Churchyard 

ORIGINAL 


THE  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
The  lowing  herd  winds  slowly  o'er  the  lea, 
The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 

II 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  landscape  on  the  sight, 
And  all  the  air  a  solemn  stillness  holds, 

Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning  flight, 
And  drowsy  tinklings  lull  the  distant  folds: 

III 

Save  that  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tow'r 

The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain 

Of  such  as,  wand'ring  near  her  secret  bow'r, 
Molest  her  ancient  solitary  reign. 

IV 

Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  shade, 

Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mould'ring  heap, 

Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid, 

The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep. 

V 

The  breezy  call  of  incense-breathing  morn, 

The  swallow  twitt'ring  from  the  straw-built  shed, 

The  cock's  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn, 

No  more  shall  rouse  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 
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CLEAR-sounding  bells  announce  th'  eventful  day, 
Strong  wind  their  peals  athwart  the  distant  lea; 
Opposing  Parties  hither  hie  their  way, 
And  swarm  innum'rous  as  the  busy  bee 

II 

No  solemn  worship  strikes  the  raptur'd  sight; 

Nor  psalm  nor  prayer  in  mute  attention  holds : 
Embitter'd  neighbours  urge  malignant  fight; 

And  Rusticks  mouth  it,  loud  as  Augean  folds. 

Ill 

Hopes,  fears,  alternate  mark  the  noisy  hour, 

Cause  of  vociferous  joy,  or  silent  pain; 
When  Rulers  tumble  from  the  car  of  pow'r 

And  Subjects  spring — to  seize  the  floating  rein. 

IV 

Beneath  this  roof,  where  our  stern  fathers  pray'd 
And  sable  pastors  fed  their  white-fac'd  sheep, 

Those — in  the  large-crown'd  hat,  recumbent  laid 
On  paper  beds — wake  not  from  endless  sleep. 

V 

The  sworn-to  lie,  inducing  publick  scorn, 

The  Printer's  sheet,  on  noxious  satire  fed, 
The  Parson's  word,  the  Deacon's  nasal  horn, 

And  country  Squires  proclaim  them  dead,  dead,  dead, 
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VI 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  shall  burn, 

Or  busy  housewife  ply  her  evening  care; 
No  children  run  to  lisp  their  sire's  return, 

Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  share. 

VII 

Oft  did  the  harvest  to  their  sickle  yield, 

Their  furrow  oft  the  stubborn  glebe  has  broke: 

How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield ! 

How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  sturdy  stroke ! 

VIII 

Let  not  ambition  mock  their  useful  toil, 

Their  homely  joys,  and  destiny  obscure; 

Nor  grandeur  hear  with  a  disdainful  smile 
The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor. 

IX 

The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  pow'r, 

And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave, 

Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour. 

The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

X 

Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  these  the  fault, 
If  memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raise, 

Where  through  the  long-drawn  aisle  and  fretted  vault 
The  pealing  anthem  swells  the  note  of  praise. 
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VI 

For  such  no  more  shall  flatt'ry's  odours  burn, 
Or  venal  fav'rites  waft  self-int'rest's  prayer; 

E'en  Coun.  Sen.  Reps,  aghast,  astonished  turn, 

Nor  croud  their  gates,  the  parting  loaves  to  share, 

VII 

In  vain  these  boasted  Charity's  broad  shield: 
Victorious  smote  with  war's  decisive  stroke: 

On  Newton's  pinions  rang'd  through  Nature's  field, 
Or  nobly  spurn'd  oppression's  gilded  yoke. 

VIII 

Come,  proud  Ambition!  note  their  annual  toil ! 

Nor  mock  at  humbler  bliss,  substantial,  pure; 
Can  rule  supreme,  or  wealth's  deceitful  smile 

For  faction — malice — envy — find  a  cure  ? 

IX 

The  people's  God,  the  scourge  of  lawless  pow'r, 

And  all  the  wisdom  heav'n-taught  science  gave, 

With  Roman  virtue,  firm  in  danger's  hour, 

Suspicions  whelm,  beneath  oblivion's  grave. 

X 

Nor  yet  on  freemen  fix  ungrateful  fault, 

If  rival  suns,  diffusing  varied  rays, 
Distract  the  eye  of  once  undazzled  thought, 

Or  blind  an  eagle  in  fervescent  blaze. 
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XI 

Can  storied  urn,  or  animated  bust, 

Back  to  its  mansion  call  the  fleeting  breath  ? 
Can  honour's  voice  provoke  the  silent  dust, 

Or  flatt'ry  soothe  the  dull,  cold  ear  of  death  ? 

XII 

Perhaps  in  this  neglected  spot  is  laid 

Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celestial  fire; 

Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  sway'd, 
Or  wak'd  to  extasy  the  living  lyre: 

XIII 

But  knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page 

Rich  with  the  spoils  of  time,  did  ne'er  unroll; 

Chill  penury  repress'd  their  noble  rage, 

And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  soul. 

XIV 

Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene 

The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear: 

Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blush  unseen, 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air. 

XV 

Some  village-Hampden,  that,  with  dauntless  breast, 

The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood, 
Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rest, 
Some  Cromwell  guiltless  of  his  country's  blood. 
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XI 

Cou'd  generous  deeds — the  wise,  the  brave — the  just- 
Command  the  shifting  wind's  uncertain  breath, 

The  statesman's — hero's — sage's — patriot's  dust, 
Might  rise  triumphant  from  politick  death. 

XII 

Perhaps  true  independent,  conscious  pride, 

Illum'd  by  reason,  not  from  passion's  flame, 

The  rod  of  Empire  to  those  men  deny'd, 

Whose  long-past  service  founded  present  claims. 

XIII 

Oh!  be  it  Liberty's,  from  age  to  age, 

To  trace  the  windings  of  the  Courtier's  soul; 

Curb  the  proud  Noble — teach  the  doubting  Sage, 
And  bid  the  Tyrant's  thunders  harmless  roll. 

XIV 

Kind,  social  manners — temper  mild -serene, 

In  howling  wood  or  upland  bush  may  dwell: 

And  philosophic  Magi  rove  unseen, 

Beyond  the  sound  of  rude  Contention's  bell. 

XV 

See,  dauntless  heroes  bare  the  deep-scarr'd  breast, 
Contemning  danger — prodigal  of  blood; 

And  finish'd  statesmen  cloth'd  in  artless  vest, 
Where  foul  detraction  never  roll'd  its  flood. 


345 


13  GRAY'S  CELEBRATED  ELEGY— ORIGINAL 


XVI 

Th'  applause  of  list'ning  senates  to  command, 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  despise, 

To  scatter  plenty  o'er  a  smiling  land, 

And  read  their  history  in  a  nation's  eyes, 

XVII 

Their  lot  forbad :  nor  circumscrib'd  alone 

Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confin'd; 

Forbad  to  wade  thro'  slaughter  to  a  throne, 
And  shut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind, 

XVIII 

The  struggling  pangs  of  conscious  truth  to  hide, 
To  quench  the  blushes  of  ingenuous  shame, 

Or  heap  the  shrine  of  luxury  and  pride 

With  incense  kindled  at  the  Muse's  flame. 

XIX 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  strife, 
Their  sober  wishes  never  learn'd  to  stray; 

Along  the  cool  sequester'd  vale  of  life 

They  kept  the  noiseless  tenour  of  their  way. 

XX 

Yet  ev'n  these  bones  from  insult  to  protect 
Some  frail  memorial  still  erected  nigh, 

With  uncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  sculpture  deck'd, 
Implores  the  passing  tribute  of  a  sigh. 
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XVI 

That  mob  of  mobs,  a  Caucus  to  command, 
To  ruin  thousands  for  a  worthless  prize, 

Hurl  wild  dissension  round  a  mad'ning  land, 
And  read  their  curses  writ  in  vengeful  eyes, 

XVII 

Their  lot  forbade:  Nor  are  Elections  known, 

Which  loose  Calumny's  dogs  on  human  kind; 

Bid  hell-born  falsehoods  prop  a  tott'ring  throne ; 
And  feed  assassins  paid  to  stab  behind. 

XVIII 

Th'  ingenuous  savage  scorns  a  fault  to  hide; 

Or  mantle  virtues  in  the  robe  of  shame; 
Fastidious  Pomp  is  more  than  decent  pride, 

And  griping  Av'rice  finds  no  prudent  name. 

XIX 

Time's  white-bleach'd  Mohocks,  rack'd  by  jealous  strife, 
Taught  of  self-love,  not  publick  good,  to  stray 

Far  from  each  other  in  the  walks  of  life, 

Mark  out  one  cypher — bounded  the  same  way. 

XX 

Some  feel  the  searching  blasts  of  cold  neglect; 

Some  are  pursu'd  by  Hatred's  full-toned  cry; 
Others  blown  up  by  popular  respect; 

And  all,  in  various  modes,  condemn'd  to  die. 
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XXI 

Their  name,  their  years,  spelt  by  th'  unlettered  Muse, 
The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  supply: 

And  many  a  holy  text  around  she  strews, 
That  teach  the  rustic  moralist  to  die. 

XXII 

For  who,  to  diimb  forgetfulness  a  prey, 

This  pleasing  anxious  being  e'er  resign'd, 

Left  the  warm  precincts  of  the  cheerful  day, 

Nor  cast  one  longing  ling'ring  look  behind? 

XXIII 

On  some  fond  breast  the  parting  soul  relies, 
Some  pious  drops  the  closing  eye  requires; 

E'en  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature  cries, 
E'en  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fires. 

XXIV 

For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead, 
Dost  in  these  lines  their  artless  tale  relate; 

If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led, 

Some  kindred  spirit  shall  enquire  thy  fate — 

XXV 

Haply  some  hoary-headed  swain  may  say, 

"Oft  have  we  seen  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn 

Brushing  with  hasty  steps  the  dews  away, 
To  meet  the  sun  upon  the  upland  lawn. 
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XXI 

Hark! — hear  the  converse  dealt  around  these  pews ! 

Enough  to  wet  the  Indian's  tearless  cheek, 
Imprint  the  crimson  blush  on  Guinea  crews, 

Cause  rocks  to  rend  and  rising  ghosts  to  speak. 

XXII 

Yet  ever  mindful  of  established  pay, 

Is  Council,  Senate,  House  or  Chair  resigned 

Tt)  the  blest  minions  of  the  coming  day, 

Without  sad  looks,  reverting  oft  behind? 

XXIII 

On  some  new  scheme  each  ousted  Mem.  relies, 

Some  next-year's  trick  confides  to  oil-tongued  fliers; 

While  He  that's  In,  implores  the  righteous  skies 
To  dumb-confound — all  but  his  host  of  liars. 

XXIV 

Let  those  who  venture  with  incautious  tread, 
And  pant  hereafter  to  command  the  State, 

(If  chance  these  honest  lines  are  ever  read) 

Receive  this  warning  from  the  book  of  fate: 

XXV 

Ere  fifty  suns,  shall  cool  EXPERIENCE  say- 
"Oft  have  the  men  with  noblest  talents  born, 

By  trivial  foibles  brush'd  their  hopes  away, 
And  early  confidence  met  final  scorn. 
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XXVI 

"There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech, 

That  wreathes  its  old  fantastic  roots  so  high, 

His  listless  length  at  noontide  would  he  stretch, 
And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  babbles  by. 

Him  have  we  seen  the  green  roadside  along, 

While  o'er  the  heath  we  sped,  our  labour  done; 

Oft  as  the  woodlark  piped  her  farewell  song, 
With  wistful  eyes  pursue  the  setting  sun. 

XXVII 

"Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  smiling  as  in  scorn, 

Mutt'ring  his  wayward  fancies  he  would  rove; 

Now  drooping,  woful-wan,  like  one  forlorn, 

Or  craz'd  with  care,  or  cross'd  in  hopeless  love. 

XXVIII 

"One  morn  I  miss'd  him  on  the  'custom'd  hill, 
Along  the  heath,  and  near  his  fav'rite  tree; 

Another  came;  nor  yet  beside  the  rill, 

Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he: 

XXIX 

"The  next,  with  dirges  due  in  sad  array 

Slow  through  the  church-way  path  we  saw  him  borne: 
Approach  and  read  (for  thou  can'st  read)  the  lay 

Grav'd  on  the  stone  beneath  yon  aged  thorn. 
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XXVI 

"Nor  cou'd  advice  their  darling  follies  reach; 

From  real  friends  they  turn'd  th'  averted  eye; 
Though  sycophants  might  puff  in  endless  speech 

And  throne  e'en  vices  in  empyrean  sky. 

XXVII 

"One,  on  base  flatt'rers  op'd  all  gracious  smiles. 

Another  liv'd  recluse — retir'd — as  hermit  Jove — 
A  Ribband  paid  for  democratick  toils. 

The  wou'd-be-Despot  lurked  in  freedom's  grove. 

XXVIII 

"When  April  came  I  miss'd  them  in  the  Bill 
Which  Brib'ry  offer'd,  but  in  vain,  to  me. 

Place-purchas'd  votes  proclaim'd  the  parties'  will, 
And  throng'd  town-meetings  turn'd  out  G.  LG.* 

XXIX 

"Th'  ensuing  month,  Ah!  yes — Election  Day! 

Slow  thro'  the  State  we  saw  them  lifeless  borne; 
Upstart  Mock-Patriots  seiz'd  imperial  sway, 

And  thus  inscribed  their  predecessor's  urn — 


•A  political  allusion  now  unintelligible. — [En.] 
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"Hark!  how  the  sacred  calm  that  breathes  around 
Bids  every  fierce,  tumultuous  passion  cease, 

In  still,  small  accents  whisper 'd  from  the  ground, 
The  grateful  earnest  of  eternal  peace. 

»  *— 

i 

"There,  scattered  oft  the  earliest  in  the  year, 

By  hands  unseen,  are  show'rs  of  violets  found; 
The  redbreast  loves  to  build  and  warble  here, 

And  little  footsteps  lightly  print  the  ground." 

« 

THE  EPITAPH. 

Here  rests  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth 

A  youth,  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown: 

Fair  science  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth, 
And  melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 

Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  soul  sincere, 
Heaven  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send: 

He  gave  to  mis'ry  (all  he  had)  a  tear, 

He  gained  from  heav'n  ('twas  all  he  wish'd)  a  friend, 

No  farther  seek  his  merits  to  disclose, 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 

(There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose), 
The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 
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EPITAPH 

I 
TWICE  two  rest  here — the  bitterest  foes  on  earth; 

From  varying  aims — to  adverse  factions  known: 
Early  they  lost  the  sense  of  moral  worth, 

And  made  the  common  weal  subserve  their  own. 

II 

Small  were  their  views — false — fickle — insincere— 
From  Whig  to  Tory  each  cou'd  pliant  bend: 
To  stern  Republicans  they  gave — a  tear; 

And  gain'd  by  smiles,  th'  Aristocratick  friend. 

Ill 
Strive  not  their  virtues  on  the  w^orld  t'  impose, 

These  bear  no  fruit  like  Aaron's  blooming  rod  ! 
—Peace  to  their  shades — if  such  can  feel  repose, 

Who  dup'd  their  Fellow  Men,  and  mock'd  at  GOD. 

FINIS 

NOTE  BY  THE  EDITOR 

In  a  recent  issue  of  the  Boston  Evening  Transcript,  "A.  W."  writes  (Item  No.  1539) : 
I  cut  the  following  out  of  the  New  York  Christian  Advocate  forty  years  ago: 

THE  SUPPRESSED  VERSES  OF  "CRAY'S  ELEGY" 

*  *  *  There  are  three  verses  usually  omitted,  but  which,  to  my  mind,  are  of  equal  merit  with 
all  the  rest. 

In  a  lecture  by  James  T.  Fields,  at  Hawthorne  Hall,  Boston,  upon  Gray  and  Goldsmith, 
he  said  "When  the  poet  first  handed  about  the  poem  in  manuscript,  it  contained  a  lovely  verse, 
which  he  discarded  in  the  printing.  It  seems  to  me  one  of  the  most  perfect  in  the  poem,  and 
why  he  chose  to  omit  it  is  still  a  mystery.  It  begins  "There,  scattered  oft". 

In  an  edition  published  in  Philadelphia  in  1843,  by  John  Locken,  occurs  a  reference  to  this 
verse,  which  it  is  said  was  printed  in  some  of  the  early  editions  just  before  the  "Epitaph",  but 
was  afterwards  omitted  because  the  author  thought  it  made  too  long  a  parenthesis  in  this 
place.  A  fitting  position  however,  would  seem  to  be  after  the  30th  verse,  as  anyone  may  see 
by  reading  it  in  this  connection.  The  edition  of  1843  also  gives  two  other  verses,  not  found 
in  most  editions — the  first  beginning  "Hark,  how  the  sacred  calm"  and  the  other  "Him  have 
we  seen" 
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We  have  printed  these  here,  so  that  our  readers  can  have  the  whole  poem,  reading  it  with 
the  three  verses  in  their  places  as  marked. — [Eo.] 
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